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NOTE TO READERS 

We the "Seniors" are grateful to have been given the opportunity to put 
out an edition of La Vigna. It is about time! Actually, we are the vines. 
The younger ones, the second generation who have been the publishers 
heretofor, are only the grapes! 

To begin, let us give thanks and appreciation to our parents. They, the 
senior "Seniors", were the people of the exodus. They were wrenched from 
their homes. They crossed what must have seemed endless seas and started a 
new life in a very foreign land. There was hard work, then World War I. 
Uncle Pietro's whole life was distorted by it. Louis Bellardo, a maternal 
cousin (see "Bellardo Estate of Long Ago" in the Summer Issue, July 1987), 
went overseas and entertained the troops in France. He premiered some of 
the wartime songs . 

It was about this time that we the "Seniors" came upon the stage. We 
had a whiff of prosperity. Then in 1929 the stock market crashed. I 
thought it was some sort of scaffolding that had fallen. Who had stocks? 
When I first heard there was no work, I thought it was wonderful. It must 
be some kind of vacation! 

Then came the Depression. We the "Seniors" are the children of the 
Depression. That was the experience that created a psychological chasm 
that separates us from the "grapes". 

Then we had our war: World War II. Pat Chianese served in the Northern 
Pacific. Bob Immordino served all over the Pacific , wherever there was 
action, and when he saw the Grumman Torpedo Bombers fly by, he would wonder 
if his wife, Jennie, had worked on any of them. Lew, one of the lucky 
ones, was in the African and Italian campaign, and discovered Italy and 
cousins and uncles and aunts and friends of the family. 

In conclusion, we the "Seniors" are proud of our forefathers. We 
recognize their values, their melodies, their food, their love and 
sacrifices. And we are proud of our children and their creation, "La 
Vigna". Thank you. 

Lewis A. Bilancio 



THE STORY OF THE 
MADONNA DI CASANDR1N0 

Francis P. Bilancio is producer and 
artistic director for a dramatic 
interpretation of The Story of the 
Madonna di Casandrino to be presented 
at Trenton's Festa della Madonna di 
Casandrino on Sunday, September 13. 

This free presentation is the 
result of a collaboration between 
Trenton's Passage Theatre and the 
commedia dell' arte style troupe i 
Giullari di Piazza. 

Incorporating music, drama, and the 
legend of the "protectress of 
Casandrino", it will take place at 
the conclusion of all religious 
ceremonies of the day, at 
approximately 6:15 near St. Joachim's 
Church on Butler Street (or in St. 
Joachim's auditorium in case of 
rain ) . 

STAFF THIS ISSUE 



=0- 



LA VIGNA PICNIC 1987 




Lewis Bilancio 
Leo Chianese 
Jennie Immordino 
Bob Immordino 
Sue Garzio 
Leo Bilancio 
Dorothy Bilancio 
Lucy Gervasio 
Lorraine Anthony 
Clora Acquavjva 
AngelJca Roberts 



Rose Bilancio 
Anthony Chianese 
Lena Esposito 
Theresa Guerra 
Pat Chianese 
Beatrice Johnson 
Connie Picascia 
Corinne Bilancio 
Angelojohn Chianeso 
Francis Bilancio 
Bernice Smailer 



The sun shone brightly on our 3rd 
annual La Vigna family picnic on Aug. 
23. Uncle Al and Aunt Jennie 
Bilancio were the first arrivers, 
and our family fire r man Uncle Al 
lost no time in gathering wood and 
kindling our picnic hearth. About 
75 family and friends came to share 
in the fun. After partaking of the 
feast provided by everyone, we en- 
joyed many festivities. Lorraine 
Anthony organized a scavenger hunt 
and there were softball, bocce and 
guoit games. Sylvia Bilan won the 
grand prize in the 50-50 (to bene r 
fit La Vigna) and Pat Chianese won 
1st prize. Fran Bilancio emceed 
a hula hoop contest--Jaime MacLeod 
was the champion hula-er. After 
the hula contest, we all sat down to 
enjoy Angelo Chianese 's anniversary 
(35th) serenade for Leo and Dorothy 
Bilancio and birthday greeting for 
Philip Nazzaro (2 yrs. old). The 
celebration was capped off with 
Uncle Al leading us all in singing 
"The Daring Young Man on the 
Flying Trapeze." 



LA VIGNA 

KY SECOND FAMILY - ARI.IY STYLE 

by Pat Chianese. 
On January 17, 1941 several of us from 
Trenton, and others from many different 
parts of the country were drafted and sent to 
Fort Dix. ' We were in the Army nowl' 
The picture of the Trenton draftees appeared 
on the front page of the Trenton Times. 

My first experience with my second family 
was when six of us were placed in a tent 
that was heated by a coal stove, and none 
of us knew how to keep the fire going all 
night. I had never been away from home 
before, and I found it very difficult to 
have to live with these strangers. Though 
I found the training and early risings 
auite easy. 

After a few weeks I was assigned to the 
104th Combat Engineers, and here my new 
family became over 200 men from thirty states 
and two foreign countries. They had names 
I was not used to. Names such as Flynn, 
Morris, Sarnoski, Spencer, Van Bergen, and 
Stipo. Our ages and personalities were as 
different as our anmes. We soon began to 
know each other and to trust one another. 

When I look back I am amazed that we all 
got along so well, and could endure many 
trying experiences. It was mostly because 
we had to trust and depend on each other. 
You begin to understand why this country is 
so great. You have men from many different 
backgrounds and all parts of the country 
and they become like a family. 

The United States declared war, and we left 
the states from Brementon, Washington on a 
cargo ship. It was a rainy night, we had 
wooden rifles, no ammunition and were very 
poorly equipped. The wooden rifles were to 
make the enemy think that we were well armed. 

We all acted brave and laughed a lot to 
keep up our spirits. It was hard because 
we didn't know where we were going. As it 
turned out we spent 73 days on that cargo 
ship, and for the ones who were sea sick, 
they were even more miserable and frighten- 
ing days. We learned to take care of one 
another and became very close... just like 
a family. 

Afther the 73 days, we landed on our first 
island in the Pribilof Island group. The 
weather in these islands is considered one 
of the worse in the world. It rained or 
snowed at least 340 days of the year. It 
was a rarity to go a full day without either 
rain, snow or hail. Consequently, the 
terrain was either full of snow or mud 
because it never dried out. 

In about sixteen months we get some replace- 
ment men from the states, and were sent to 
the Aleutian Islands. These new recruits 
soon became part of the family. One night 
one of the outposts failed to report, so 
Victor Van Bergen and I were sent out with 
a Jeep to check it out. We parked several 
hundred yards away and walked in not know- 
ing what we would find. It turned out to 
be a false alarm. The phone was out of order. 

After thirty months of movinp around the 
Islands we returned to the states leaving 
behind part of our new family on the Islands 
we'd never heard of until we arrived there. 

(cont. on p. 7) 
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SWIMMING LESSONS 

by Leo Bilancio 

It was the Summer of 1937 and I was 
ten years of age. I remember it 
vividly because it was the time that I 
was first introduced to the 
intricacies of swimming. 

My mentor was Anthony Chianese, who 
was known to me as cousin "Dun". Dun, 
who was sixteen or seventeen at the 
time, had graciously taken on the task 
of teaching me the fundamentals of the 
aquatic sport. He, himself, was an 
accomplished swimmer who regularly 
competed in meets at Woodlawn Park 
Pool where he won more than his share 
of events. Many were the occasions, 
from poolside, that I witnessed his 
swimming triumphs and proudly 
proclaimed to my friends, "That's my 
cousin "Dun". 

For me, Dun was the ideal swimming 
instructor. He was methodical, 
extremely patient, understanding and 
always encouraging. During that 
summer he systematically put me 
through the paces. I started with the 
jelly-fish float, progressed to the 
kicking and breathing exercises and 
then followed with the arm movements. 
After weeks of this tedious regimen 
under Dun's direction, I managed to 
co-ordinate these bodily movements, 
and suddenly, as if my magic, I began 
to propel myself through the water. 
All this activity, incidentally, took 
place in various watering places in 
the Trenton area including the 
Delaware River, Whitehorse Lake, 
Woodlawn Park Pool, Seaside Heights 
and a rock quarry in Pennsylvania 
called "Jiboski's Lake". 

The climax to my swimming program 
came on a day in August when I took my 
first strokes in water above my head. 
It was on a Sunday afternoon when 
cousin Dun took me out in a rented 
row-boat in Whitehorse Lake. Cousin 
Joe Chianese, his brother, also came 
along . 

Once out in the middle of the lake, 
Dun announced to me that I was now 
ready for the supreme test; that of 
swimming in deep water. He suggested 
that I dive into the lake and swim 
back to the boat while he and Joe 
would continue rowing away from me. 

Anxious and somewhat unsure, I 
hesitated and asked to postpone this 
final day of reckoning. Cousin Dun, 
calmly and without pressure, sought to 
convince me that I was ready for this 
venture and assured me that if 
anything should go wrong that he would 
dive in after me. 

At this juncture, even while Dun 
was gently urging me to take the 
ultimate plunge, events took a bizarre 
turn. Cousin Joe, who had been 
sitting attentively but impatiently in 
the row-boat, listening to Dun's long 
discourse, decided to take matters 
into his hands. Believing in the 
direct approach to teaching, Joe came 
toward me, picked me up bodily, and 
despite Dun's strong protestations, 
tossed me into the lake. 

Upon recovering from the shock of 

(cont. on p. 7) 
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The Bilancio-Chianese Connection 
By Jennie B. Immordino 



Luigi Bilancio 
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Lewis A. 
Rose 
J ennie 
Leo 
Sylvia 
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,.. , ^ father Nicola Bilancio came to America in 1903 at the age of eighteen the 
first of has family to emigrate. He married my mother Carolina Chinese, sevSty-five 

Jw^ ag °4 ° n Apri VJ' 1912 * She b ° re ^ children, six of wno^ t^ltZ ( JZ 
above). I was named Eugenia after my maternal grandmother. ^urvivea, Uee 

Un2 i ke ^ genial grandparents who lived with us, I never knew my paternal 

UnSfSSon* Wld0W6 + r G r andfather Lui ^ Bilanci0 > accompanied by Aunt EtStoSS and 
Uncle Alphonso came to America in September 1911 to join his four older sons With 
in five years he returned to Italy (Casandrino) , two years before I was born? " 

TW v,,? ir - Pate ^ godfather Luigi Bilancio married grandmother Maria Rosa Pica 
They had rune children, eight of whom survived. Six children (five son! and one daueh- 
ter)came to America, settling in Trenton, N.J. They were Pasquale, Nicola Giuseppe 
Pietro^Antomette and Alphonso. Two married daughters Maria'and AnJSnt'rSSnT' 

cio £ ,^ r , mate ™ al grandfather Leopoldo Chianese married grandmother Eugenia Migliac- 
cio. She bore hzm five children, all also born in Italv T rio ™+ 1™ T ^-U-«*c 
came to America. All of them later settled in^Trtntonf N. j" ^ ^ 

Robert Immordino and I were married in March 1QL1 w> hart tv,^. 



HAPPV BIRTHDAY 1 

October 2 Lilia Chianese 

3 Katherine Chianese 
10 Ray Armenti 
15 Susan Picascia 
19 Mickey Chianese 
19 Jennie Bilancio 

26 Michael Gervasio 

27 Angelica Roberts 
29 Tim Montague 

29 Christy Gervasio 

30 Bernice Smailer 

31 Rose Bilancio 

November 1 Maria Armenti 
6 Dave Darpinian 
13 Beatrice Johnson 
15 Dean Acquaviva 

19 Sue Garzio 

21 Maria Pedata 

22 Ron Armenti 

24 Erma Candelori 
26 Rae Bilancio 

29 Janele Klepczynski 

30 Carrie MacLeod 

December 5 Corinne Bilancio 

15 Carmen Armenti 

16 Ray Johnson 

16 Beatrice Wiesner-Chianese 
21 Ivan Bilancio 

23 Brian Josephson 
23 Anthony Armenti 

25 Kimberly Chianese 

26 Christine Slaninka 

31 Suzanne Roth 

HAPPV ANNIVERSARY J 

October 3 Joe & Pam Chianese 

18 Clothilda & Dean Acquaviva 

20 Anthony & Debra Armenti 
29 Mary Lynn & Dan Nazzaro 

November 2 Sandy & Albert Remboske 



THANK YOU! THANK YOU! 

La Vigna thanks the following for 
their contributions: 

Leo Chianese Sue Garzio 

Sylvia Bilan/ who shared her 
50-50 prize 

Phyllis Innocenzi 

All who bought 50r50 tickets at 
the La Vigna picnic 

Theresa & Joe Guerra, Lorraine 
Anthony, Lew Bilancio and 
Corinne Bilancio — all who 
provided prizes at the picnic 



OBITUARY 

Rafraele (Lello), the oldest of Mimi 
D'Angelo's children, died on his 52nd birthday, 
July 22, 1987, in Latina, Italy. 

Many of us have had the good fortune of 
aeeting Lello' s father, our cousin Mimi, when 
he visited Trenton a few years ago. Some of us 
may remember Lello when be passed through 
Trenton on the way to an international computer 
programming convention. 

He is survived by his wife Angela, a 
daughter Marina (23), a son Evo (21) and 
parents Mimi and Teresina; a brother Vicenzo 
and four sisters: Angelina, Carmela, Diana and 
Antoinette . 

He all share in their grief. 



V 
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1987 ADVENTURES OF 
THE THREE MUSKETEERS 

by Dorothy Bilancio 

On June 19, 1987 Leo & Dorothy 
Bilancio along with Leo's sister 
Lorraine Anthony, left the 90° heat of 
Atlanta for the cloudy, drizzly 40° 
cool of London. Arriving at Victoria 
Station we followed our fellow 
travelers toward the waiting cabs. 
Two young Americans rushed towards a 
cab and tried to open the door only to 
have the driver announce, "Please join 
the queue and wait your turn." 
Everyone formed a queue and in orderly 
manner they were dispatched to various 
destinations . 

Lunch time found us in search of 
food, and coffee for Dorothy. 

The wonderful aroma of pizza drew 
us around a corner and into the Pizza 
Express. We ordered a regular tomato 
and cheese (8 inch) pizza along with 
one topped with spinach and cheese. 
The spinach and cheese pizza arrived 
with a fried egg on top. As strange 
as this conbination sounds it was 
tasty. I added this to my list of 
strange pizza types along with a 
German type which was topped with 
sauerkraut and pig's feet served at a 
Venice campsite. We remained in 
London for six days and during this 
time we visited the sights of London, 
visited a friend near Kingham, 
attended two plays and Leo had time to 
work in the Public Records Office. 

On June 25 we boarded an Aer Lingus 
flight to Shannon, Ireland, where we 
picked up a small car and began our 
wanderings in the land of shamrocks 
where "the sun shines even when it is 
raining." I became the designated 
driver for the Musketeers, Leo and 
Lorraine were navigators and daily 
organizers. They planned and reviewed 
our daily activities but on occasion I 
as a committee of one took us to an 
out of the way castle or lovely 
pastoral sight. 

We made our way from Shannon to the 
Dingle peninsula, where we found 
rugged terrain with the mountains 
meeting the sea. The fog rolled in 
and encased us within a heavy mist and 
drizzle before we could tour the area. 
These hearty Irish had a festival in 
the town of Dingle the night of our 
arrival. They were undaunted by rain, 
fog or cold and danced in the streets 
until the wee hours or so we were told 
by some young participants. Next 
morning the fog lifted enough for us 
to drive over a narrow road around the 
peninsula. As we progressed toward 
Ballyf erriter the fog increased and 
the road became more curved and steep. 
One felt that Viking ships could 
appear from the fog at any moment. 
Lorraine's voice from the back seat 
became quieter and quieter as if her 
prayers could be more easily heard in 
the stillness. We rounded a curve and 
here before us was a giant crucifix 
and madonna which on a clear day could 
be seen by sailors at sea. We 
stopped, paid our respects and for the 
first time looked over the road's edge 
to see the rocky shore line pounded by 

(cont. page 8) 



A DAY IN THE LIFE OF BOQKQKY 3AKCRY 
CLRCa 1940 
3y Tony Chianese 
W/ help by Mickey Chianese 



It's midnight and most of the world is 
tucking in the evening, but at 48 Bayard 
Street the business day is about to begin. 
Scurrying around like worker-ants Tony 
(Zi » Tonio) , Lou (Zi Luigi), and Angelo, 
(my father) Chianese ar,e preparing dough 
for the first batch of the day. By the 
time Kick Bilancio pulls up in his truck 
for his first load, it's three o'clock in 
the morning and hot loaves are being pulled 
from the oven. "Even if it's freezing out, 
he jumps out in his shorts and does his 
exercizes. Then he picks up his breod and 
he's on his way". Kick left his job with 
Kaisto's (Colonial) Bakery to cone to 
Economy. He would buy the bread from us, 
and sell and deliver it in some parts of 
Trenton and Fallsington. This was his own 
business as a daily bread distributor. 

By the time his truck was pulling out, 
my brothers Leo or Pat were backing in the 
'ICconomy' truck. This truck would deliver, 
eight to nine hundred loaves to stores and 
homes all over the Trenton ares. 'There 
were very few restaurants then - because the 
cooking was done at home'. 

One of my favorite times was when Kick 
returned for his second lead around seven 
o'clock and brought pastry and fruit back 
with him. The other guy who delivered 
bread for Economy was the character known 
as 'Tom Mix*. Little more seems to be 
known about this mystery man except his 
alias name. 

The business wes thriving due to Pop's 
bread price wars. The going rate for a one 
pound load was 10 cents. Economy came onto 
the scene with the 8 cent loef. Most 
bakers countered by matching the price. 
Angelo Chianese went down to 7 cents to 
capture a solid market share. The stores 
were getting, the one pound loaf for 5 cents. 
The only way to sell bread that cheap wes 
by getting the whole family involved in the 
operation. Leo or Pat delivering, myself 
helping bake, Len? and Sue helping in the 
store and other support tasks, and Joe, 
young Joe, who helped in whatever else needed 
to be done, got to carry the famous name 
"J0E-THS-3AKE". 

Our oven was once used for another purpose . 
It turned out to be auite the money story 
for Economy Bakery. The Italian-American 
Sportsman Club had this two hundred pound 
pig. they needed roasted. Pop agreed to cook 
it - but at the incredible price of five 
dollars '. It Was a lot ' money then - and it 
was no small task. It took four of us to 
turn it and pull it out. But after twelve 
hours, when it was done, it was so perfectly 
cooked that the club gave him ten dollars 
instead of the five. 'Pop's eyes really 
lit up* I 
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The Pica-Bilancio Picnic 
held in the Summer of 1913, on 
Nicola Pica's Farm on Olden Avenue .in Trenton, NJ 



This is the only existing picture of 
Carolina Chianese Bilancio, the mother- 
to-be of Lewis, Rose, Jennie, Sylvia, Leo 
and Lorraine. 

In the photo from left to right are: 
(back row) Luigi Bilancio, Nicola Pica, 
and his son Peppino Pica (each holding a 
bottle); Nicola Bilancio; his brothers 
Peter and Joseph; Francesco (Cicciio) 
Capasso, Domenico (Zi 1 Minico) Russo, 
(Joseph) Peppino Maisto, Anthony DeVito, 
and Pasquale Bilancio. 

(second row) Alfonso Bilancio, Elvira Pica 
(wife of Peppino), Carolina Chianese 
Bilancio; Antonetta Bilancio DeVito 
(Anthony's wife), Emilia Maisto (wife of 
Peppino), Mrs. Capasso (wife of Francesco), 
Irene Pica (wife of Nicola) with their 
daughter Carolina; and Mrs. Russo (wife of 
Domenico). The children cannot be 
identified with certainty. 

Nicola, the first of our family to make 
the crossing, was seventeen years old when 
he arrived in 1903. He was followed four 
years later by Pasquale and Pete. And in 
1911, Antonetta (age 17), Alfonso (15), 
and their father Luigi (71) arrived. If 
Luigi is smiling in the photo, he probably 
was thinking of Casandrino. After four 
years in America he left, never to return. 
After all, he had 71 years of memories, 
all in Casandrino. He had ieft behind 
two married daughters; and grandchildren 
awaited him upon his return. He said, 
Antonetta reported, in Italy the fruit 
tasted better and the flowers had a 
sweeter perfume. 

Note the Picas. The Bilancios are 
heavily endebted to the Picas of Casandrino. 
(Note: "The Bi lancio-Chianese Connection" 
elsewhere in this issue.) The Picas were 
greatly respected. Among them were priests, 
professors, and doctors. They were intel- 
ligent and kind. Maria-Rosa Pica, Luigi's 
wife, was called a saint. Nicola Bilancio 
was named after his maternal grand- 
father, Nicola Pica. 



It was at the Picas' nouse in Casan- 
drino that Luigi and Maria-Rosa Pica 
raised the six Bilancios in this photo. 
It was no accident, therefore, that the 
picnic was held at Pica's farm and that 
Pica arranged for a photograph of his 
distant cousins and friends. 

This fortunate picture shows tne social 
circle in which the Bilancios lived during 
their first decade in America. Bound 
together by a common heritage, they did 
business together, they played together, 
and they also expressed themselves in drama. 

The Maistos, Bilancios, Picas, and later 
the Chianeses were organizers of the origin- 
al Colonial Bakery on Hudson Street. 

They played cards, bocce, and held picnics. 

But, interestingly, they practically all 
participated in staging plays, vaudeville, 
farces, and comedies. We remember our 
father, Nicola, in the evening after supper, 
reciting his parts to us and sometimes 
frightening us when he suddenly became 
someone else. 

We the children did not actually appre- 
ciate the difference between acting and 
reality. We loved the hero: Peppino Pica. 
We adored Zi ' Minico when he played Puicinello 
and other comic parts. And we never quite 
trusted the villains: Joseph Maisto and 
Francesco Capasso. 

Joseph Maisto was a lover of Shakespeare. 
He himself played Iago in Othello and our 
mother would glance at his wife, Emilia, 
in the audience and wonder how she could 
love such a villainous man. We played and 
wentto school with their children: Hamlet, 
Ophelia, and Desdemona, no less. 

We dimiy remember our parents bringing 
us to Padderatz Hall on Whittaker Avenue and 
the Hungarian Hail on Genesee Street where 
we met so many of our friends in the 
audience. How thrilling it was to see 
our own relatives acting out parts on the 
stage! We did not know then how special that 
experience was. And now there is Angelo with 
his singing telegrams and Zi' Minico' s 
avatar - no other than Frannie Bilancio. 



by Lewis Bilancio 
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REMEMBERING THE OLD DAYS 

My Mom . endless hours in the kitchen, and also working hours and hours in the 

bakery pop owned. I remember her singing and humming Italian songs. SometirrEs instead 
of yelling at us for something she didn't like, she would hum an Italian tune in a 
different tone, so we knew her well enough to know when she was happy sinpinf- or 
angry singing! 

I,! y Po P ~ ,lhut a G uyJ He loved his children more than he could show us. Work 
took most of his time. It was a great event to have our whole family sitting together 
at the table at one time. This happened mostly on Sunday, and still we were very 
seldom eating in peace without the store bell ringing and mom going down those 
steps. Up and down, down and up. 

I remember the great smell of bread in the wee hours of the morning coming from 
that bakery, and how my brothers tried to be quiet loading the truck for the deli- 
veries. They tried but you could always hear them! And I remember pop's patience 
when he let my girlfriend and I make tiny loaves of bread, no bigger than three 
inches long, and baked them for us so we could eat them. Boy, that bread was good! 

The Dike ~ 1 remember the time my brothers put a bicycle together so we could 
learn to ride. Oh, the bruises I got on that bike trying to make a U-turn in our 
back alley. That alley wasn't level by a long shot'. It was red cobblestone narrow 
and rough as could be. I took turns hitting those garage doors on both sides of the' 
alley, or a pole. Those days I'll never forget. 

.Vhen I finally did learn to ride, I worked on my parents to get me/bike. I think 
it took months of crying, if memory serves me right. They didn't want me getting 
hurt, but finally they gave in (Pop was a softee at heart). That bike was the first 
big thin { ; in my life. It cost $25.00. That was like $500.00 today. I used to give 
my girlfriends rides all the time. Come to think of it, now I know why I was so 
popular with my girlfriends - no one else owned a bike. 

We never had many toys. Who did? We make up our own fun, even making our own 
dolls with handkerchiefs. All of us' played together, boys and girls right in the street, 
There weren't many cars then, but if there were six cars it was too many! Do you 
remember the game -Kick the Can?', 'Hop Scotch' and 'Double-Dutch' jump rope'? ..hat 
about 'Buck, Buck, how many horns are up'? What a game! It was really rough. Lean- 
ing up against a house wall, we all bend down one in back of the other, and then the 
last one made the jump on our backs'. Wow'. Maybe that's w>re I got my back problem! 
And how about marbles made of hazelnuts I! 

^£istmastlme - How we looked forward to Christmas' Toys were never in the picture 
with us. They weren't as important as getting walnuts and oranges and maybe a couple 
of quarters in our own everyday socks. Atfd how we looked forward to our Zi Vitoi He 
always came and gave us a big quarter or half dollar - that was big money then. Our 
O. Antonio was our great storyteller. Many tiros he'd tell us stories, but the one 
I remember most was about a werewolf walking on the roofs in Italy when the moon was 
lull. They really believed that story to be true, and so did we! 

Sue - I can still picture my sister Sue and her beautiful strawberry blonde hair. 
How we all hated to see our baby sister grow up because we knew she'd have to cut off 

wi°re tiey W gor^o' 10nde PigtallS ' She kept them in a box for a I wonder 

The Flour Bags - All our underwear was made out of flour bags in those days. I 
often kidded the girls I worked with about the fact that I thought it would be so 
funny to be bending down and seeing the print from your flour bags on your back side'. 
It wasn't easy to get that print off - they were soaked in bleach over and over Benin 

?£L? tiU S TJ, im ! S Print Sh0Wed ' 80 1 kidded about hnvin * a Ceresota emblem or ' 

XXX on my behind. But we were lucky we had a bakery and had access to those bags. 
People came in every day begging for them. They made sheets, slips, panties, shirts 
and my husband, Fred, said his mom made all their undershorts out of them, too. 

The Shore - What a great day - that once or twice a year we all piled in the truck 
^ir, f 01 " 6 - ™° benches . one °° each side, and we rode to Seaside. What a 

ride He even ate watermelon in the back once! Now that was a mess! But my memorv Of 
the shore is one of the few I have of my parents relaxing. 

. * muS l add one ™ re thin C thQ * came to my mind. I guess I was in my teens then. My 
brother, Put came home from the service, and asked me if I had ever been to a dance. I 

J«il^ em p ; * " uaS y ery backward the * < n °t «°w). He said, 'I'm taking you to the 
dance. So, Pat, wearing his uniform and looking handsome as could be, brought me to 

wLn'r^M 8 r K ° OSe StatS Street * 1 WaS Ver ^ n0rvous thut ni ^t, but if it 

wasn't for him, I muy never have gone to a dunce! 

With all we didn't have, we still had enough. We had each othor . and still do. 



LOVE YE ALL! 

Lena Esposito 
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ROOTS 

by Leo Chianese 

She dates back at least to as for as 
1650 by actual documents on file in Norwalk 
Ct. The city of Korwalk was founded by her 
ancestor Nathaniel Ely, a maternal grand 
parent of hers. 

The origin of the City began with an agree- 
ment between Nathaniel Ely, Richard Olmsted 
and Associates and Roger Ludlowe, the origi- 
nal owner. (Mr. Ludlowe purchased the land 
2/26/1640 from the Indians Tomakergo, 
Tukneke, Liana chem, Sachem, Adam and Prosewar- 
denas for a total value of '15 English Pounds' 
to wit - 'eight fathom of wampum, sixe coates, 
tenn hachets, tenn hoes, te;ji knifes, tenn 
sissors, tenn jewse-hnrpes , tenn fathom 
tobackoe, three kettles of six hands about, 
and tenn looking glasses |>. The land trans- 
ferred consisted of 'all the meadows, paster- 
ings, trees whatsoever their is, and grounds 
betweene the twoe Rivers, the one called 
Norwalke, the other Soakatuck, to the middle 
of snyed rivers, from the sea a days walke 
into the country' . 

The agreement provided that Roger Ludlowe 
would transfer ths land to their, provided they 
would 'Plante' it and begin to build and 
* inhabite' it with considerable 'companies' 
and invite an Orthodox and approved minister 
with all 'convenient speede' and that 'the 
plantation shall not be taken up under thirtie 
approved families in a short time to be 
settled their, and so to continue'. And for 
that consideration, Norwalke was transferred 
on the 19th day of June 1650 for the sum 
of fifteen pounds to Nathaniel Ely, and the 
♦Norwalke inhabitants' . 

Mr. Ely was elected constable of Norwalke 
and became a prominent man, nis estate valued 
at 293 pounds in 1655. he later moved to 
Springfield, Mass. where he was a 'select' 
man for the years 1661-73. 

lilHO is this down to earth girl, whose 
mother's maiden name was Ely, with roots to 
the early New England settlements, and whose 
voice when she speaks resonates from the 
pit of her stomach. SHE IS NONE OTHER THAN 
MY SISTER IK LA J . J a "E RaDABCUGH ELY CHIaNSSE , 
WIFE OF MY uROTHEh PAT . 

Mote: The words in nuotation were taken from 
the actual deeds on record in Norwalk, Ct. 

d WATCH FOR NEWS FROM | 

0 ART B2LANC10 NEXT ISSUEJ 

OUC-TABLE 

By Connie Bertolone Picascia 
Direct from California 12/ll/j.? 

CHE SI P0 DICERE? S0N0 UNA MEZZO A CENTO, 
ABDONDON^TA, CON SOLO I MIEI PENZIERI. 
CU0R0 CHE PIANGE PER SOLO MIA MAMMA. 
OCCIII NON VEDANO A N2SSUK0 PIU BELLA. 

TRANSLATED TO: 

»«HAT CAN I SAY: I AM ONE AMONG A HUNDRED , 
A30ND0NED .<ITH ONLY rJY THOUGHTS. MY HEART 
CRIES OUT FOR ONLY MY MOTHER. EYES THAT 
DON'T SEE ANYONE MORE BEAUTIFUL. 



thinking back 

3y Sue Chianese Garzio 

Looking back when my four brothers shared 
one room, and I was about seven or so. 
.Vhat wonderful memories, Now thinking. ba.ck. 
However, then I felt it was no FUN being 
ordered continously to go buy donuts every 
night at Royal Bakery or some other goodie 
at the corner store - although sonetir.es it 
was profitable. 

Still, being the youngest of our family 
seemed to entitle me to - my preference of 
having tne drumstick of the chicken (when- 
ever we had it) which infuriated my brother 
Joe, to the point of a blow now and then. 
Yes, Joe, the youngest of the guys, was the 
one who hod it in for me whenever I got my 
way. Brother Fat came to my defense miost 
of the time. 

Another MAIN thing about being the 
youngest was that I NEVER remember getting 
New clothes. My sister's hand-me-downs 
always sufficed. But believe me there were 
plenty of arguments when I was teenager 
trying to sneak my sister's clothes and 
wear them for school 1 I could still hear 
Mom defending my wearing Lena's clothes'. 

No- it's not always beneficial being 
the Baby of the family. 

lie all had to share the same toy or doll 
or game. It was pretty beat-up by the time 
I got it. 

I'll never forget when Lena got that 
bike. She'll tell you of it in this paper, 
.loiv great I felt when _I could use it and 
be the '. i - Cheese' with my friends who • 
I'd teach to ride in our back alley. I 
felt importantl' 

Also when we were -yount^there ~was Enough 
excitement when friends and relatives visi- 
ting would go hide and brother Joe would 
be the loud growling MONSTER seeking us. 

whatever happened to the good old out- 
door running games - like, 'Release', 'Tag 1 , 
'Kick the Can' and when we had a lot of 
snow, 'King of the Mountain' when the 
mounds of snow did seem like Mountains! 

MY SECOND FAMILY . . . (cont. from p. 2) 

«ugust 2b, 1945 after almost five years, 

the war was over for us. 

My second family returned to their res- 
pective homes all over the United "tates 
and Canada. '.Ve all had to adjust to our 
original families and civilian lire, but 
we never have forgotten what we shared with 
our war time family. 



SWIMMING (cont. from p. 2) 

this unceremonious act, I quickly 
surfaced in the water, swam about ten 
yards to the boat and climbed into the 
craft as Joe and Dun gave a loud, 
welcoming cheer. The deep-water 
barrier had been broken. I had passed 
my final swimming examination, and 
according to Dun, I could now be 
considered a bona fide swimmer. 
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LA CUCINA 

by Sue Chianese Garzio i. 

Loo Chianese 

DURING DffFRSSSION TCSARS TliE LAD IBS OF Till HOUSE IMPROVISED TO COME UP WITH FOOD TO 

FEED LARGE FAMILIES. THE RECIPE BELOW WAS USED BY MANY IN CHAMBERSBURG TO ACCOMPLISH 

THE IMPOSSIBLE, FEED A FAMILY OF FIVE TO NINE PEOPLE ON LESS THAN THIRTY FIVE CENTS. (NO EGGS) 

EGGS THEN USED TO COST FIFTY CENTS A SCORE (20 EGGS) VERY EXPENSIVE. 

L'AOUA PAZ { CRAZY WATER) 

THE POOR MAN'S SOU? 

APPROX. 1 1/2 OT WATER 

6 CLOVES OF CRUSHED GARLIC OR CHOPPED 

SALT - TO TASTE 

CRUSHED HOT PEPPER (PUl'PONE) TO TASTE 
OLIVE OIL - ABOUT 1/4 CUP 

WHOLE EGGS (DEPENDING ON THE NUMBER OF PEOPLE TO 
BE FED, USUALLY ONE FOR EACH PERSON) 

PUT ALL INGREDIENTS IN POT EXCEPT EGGS. BO EL ABOUT TWENTY MINUTES. DROP IN FRESH 
EGGS ( WITHOUT SHELLS) AND LET THEM GET HARD IN THE BOILING WATER. POUR THE SOUP 
OVER 'HARD' BREAD AND PLACE ONE HARD BOILED EGG IN EACH PLATE. GOOD LUCK. 



NOTE': THE ABOVE RECIPE WAS BY NO MEANS FIRM. MOST TIMES THE WONDERFUL LADIES WOULD 
PUT IN WHATEVER WAS IN THE HOUSE, WHOLE ONIONS OR FRESH OR JARRED TOMATOES 
OR A LITTLE OR'vGANO. 



TWO CKIAKEiaE FAMILIES LIVING 
TOGETHER 

By Theresa Chianese Guerra 

Con you imagine one bathroom in the 
house (14 people)!!! 48 Bayard ft., Bakery 
Shop. 

f 

■ 

I remember an afternoon (must have been 
a Saturday), we were all home from school. 
Comeone was in the bathroom and a line of 
(four or five) us were waiting our turn 
to use the toilet. The line was formed on 
the steps leading up to the bathroom. ,fe 
were all fighting to get in first. 

All at once my father, Zi Antonio, shows 
his temper for the first time I know. He 
said in Italian, 

"Vbi ida furni o no?" 
ARE YOU GOING TO FINISH OR NOT? 

For a moment all hell let loose. He 
started to kick us in the 'cullo' (rear end) 
Not hard, just little taps. He all came 
tubling down one on top of the other like 
a sack of potatoes. Cousin Connie (my best 
friend) was also in line. I think I cried 
for a week because that was the first time 
I Got hit from my father. Connie ran home 
crying too. Her mother, Zi Katilda, asked 
her why Zi Antonio hit her and she told 
her why. Zi Matilda said, 

"If Zi Antonio hit you all, 
you must have all deserved it". 

LaVIGNA 

90 EGGERTS ROAD 
LAWRENCEVILLE NJ 08648 



Three Musketeers . . . ( continued ) 
the sea. The fog lifted some and we 
continued on to visit an oratory, a 
small beehive building dating back to 
the 6th century. The ability of my 
ancestors to construct such a 
permanent building left me in awe. 

After leaving Dingle, we visited 
Blarney Castle where I kissed the 
Blarney stone as Leo took a picture 
and Lorraine gave encouragement for 
this contortionist activity. Leo says 
I haven't stopped talking since 
Blarney. In the town of Gort we 
attended a special mass in a lovely 
church. This gave us another view of 
Irish life. The churches are places 
of worship not museums for viewing 
only. 

The Musketeers traveled through 700 
miles of Ireland and met scores of her 
greatest national asset, the lovely, 
gracious and warm people. We ended 
our journey at Bunratty Castle where 
we attended a Ceili, a feast of Irish 
food, folk dancing and song. The 
evening drew to a close as we listened 
to the haunting strains of "Danny 
Boy", a wish come true for Lorraine. 
Leaving the Ceili, home became 
uppermost in our minds as we found 
proof for the small world idea. We 
met neighbors of Lorraine from near 
Kuser Road. 

The two female Musketeers completed 
their adventure with a grand shopping 
spree at the Shannon airport while Leo 
somewhat patiently waited. We had a 
lot of laughs, learned a lot about 
Ireland but most of all enjoyed the 
companionship . 
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